MARGARET IN STAFFORDSHIRE

and no sort of religious feeling whatever. He had
strong bodily appetites, he ate and drank freely,
smoked a great deal, and occasionally was carried off
by his passions for a "bit of a spree" to Birmingham
or Liverpool or Manchester. The indulgences of these
occasions were usually followed by a period of re-
action, when he was urgent for the suppression of
nudity in the local Art Gallery and a harsh and
forcible elevation of the superficial morals of the
valley. And he spoke of the ladies who ministered to
the delights of his jolly-dog period, when he spoke of
them at all, by the unprintable feminine equivalent.
My aunt he treated with a kindly contempt and con-
siderable financial generosity, but his daughters tore
his heart; he was so proud of them, so glad to find
them money to spend, so resolved to own them, so in-
stinctively jealous of every man who came near them.

My uncle has been the clue to a great number of
men for me. He was an illuminating extreme. I have
learned what not to expect from them through him,
and to comprehend resentments and dangerous sud-
den antagonisms I should have found incomprehen-
sible in their more complex forms, if I had not first
seen them in him in their feral state.

With his soft felt hat at the back of his head, his
rather heavy, rather mottled face, his rationally thick
boots and slouching tweed-clad form, a little round-
shouldered and very obstinate looking, he strolls
through all my speculations sucking his teeth audibly,
and occasionally throwing out a shrewd aphorism, the
intractable unavoidable ore of the new civilisation.

Essentially he was simple. Generally speaking, he
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